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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

I wonder 

That the flames of my longing 

Find you 

Across wide ways of desire. 

Or is it 

That life 

May come from its hiding? 

DE NOCHE 

O mother of all the dark! 
Draw near, on tiptoe, 
Blindfold me, and say: 
Go to sleep — to sleep — to sleep. 

If only the hills of the night would stay in their steadfast 

places — 
Bulging bulk of the hulk of the range. 
They creep, like a she-panther, to where I rest in the 

valley; 
They come, down-tumbling, to where I lie on the pine 

boughs'. . . . 

The river runs away. 

The aspens, by the runaway river, are afraid. 

THE TRAIL UP-SKY 

Too soon 

Fades that last whiteness of the moon. 
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William H. Simpson 



The face of noon is wrinkled, old- 
Like Pablo's, of the sheepfold, 
Who has seen all youth go by 
On the long trail, up-sky. 

Evening waits 

At her turquoise gates 

To fondle us, 

And sing and sing, 

With croon of mothering. 

We ask not whither, 

Ask not why, 

On the long trail up-sky. 



CAMPO SANTO 

Ines, Anita, Tomas, Jos6, 

I sup with you, on my pilgrim way; 

Craving the stillness of 'dobe walls, 
And earth-floors trod by soft footfalls. 

Yon campo santo is earthen, too; 
Room in it for me, and room for you; 

Little earth homes, for the weary — all 
Who seek their sleep by the earthy wall. 

William H. Simpson 
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